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'Wife, clear wife and Mother of my Soul!' Why had he never told
her that?
* J was just going to write to her,9 he whispered to Mrs. Mo
Tvlanus.' I was just going to write to her. A real letter. I was sitting
down to write. That last one - wasn't much good. And then your
message en me.9
That last one was there on the toilet-table. He saw it as he
came in to her. That stupid heavy letter!
He threw himself down on his knees by the bed and very
gently put his arm over that fragile body. cMy darling!5 he
whispered. She had not seemed to know that he had come, but
now very la/ily one eye opened, searched its field of vision and
regarded him with an inexpressive stare.
"(lynna dear! speak to me.'
4 /)/// fnika run?" she murmured, dropping the aspirate from
sheer inability to carry it. The eye closed again. Still so heavy
\\ith anaesthetics.
'That's all right,' said Mrs. McManus with an experienced
hand on the young master's shoulder. 'Now let her have her
sleep out and then ye can call her darling to your heart's content.
Aren't you in the least bit curious to see what sort of first-born
son she's given you? A fine fine boy it is and sparring at the
world already with his little fists. There! D'you hear him?'
" And she is out of the least bit of danger?' he insisted, regardless
of the Rylands' future.
\Jusl healthy fatigue. . . . After all, it's a thing a woman is